recovered his balance. Out of the corner of my eye 1
saw Beghin raise the revolver quickly. Simultaneously the
man at the window turned., and his arm shot out. There
was a flash and a roar. I heard the bullet thud into the
Inspector's shoulder a split second before Beghin fired*
There was a tinkle of glass, and the woman inside the
room screamed again. Then the window slammed. The
man had gone. But in the instant that he had turned to
fire, I had seen his face and had recognised him.

It was Roux.

I saw the Inspector lean against the doorpost, his face
contorted with pain. Then I dashed after the others into
the further room.

Cowering white-faced and whimpering in the corner
was Mademoiselle Martin. Beside her, his hands raised
above his head, stood a thickset bald-headed man pro-
testing angrily in rapid Italian that he was an honest
businessman, a friend of France and that, as he had done
nothing criminal, the police were not entitled to interfere
with him.

Beghin had gone straight to the window. His bullet had
smashed one of the panes of glass, but of Roux there was
no sign. Over Henri's shoulder I caught a glimpse of
the roof of an adjoining building about two metres below.

Beghin turned quickly.

'He's got clear over the roofs. Duprat, Marechal, look
after these two here. Mortier, you get down to the
street, and warn the men there to keep watch on the roofs
and shoot on sight. Then come back and see what you
can do for Inspector Fournier; he's wounded. Henri,
come with me! You, too, Vadassy, you may be useful.'

Sweating and cursing, he heaved himself over the sill
and dropped to the roof below. As Henri and I followed,
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